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Mrs. Wilcox,

! May! What
e is coming home,
Perry Spaulding

z?" echoed Jeau
threshold, interro-

e ? "
g ghall learn,” prom-

. 8miling' at the sen-

yment was causing.
and May leaned
her over the pret-
and Jean hurried
st to peek at the
" she turned back
budget in her hand

mater mine, and
home and a real

never can guess

with me. None
Spaulding, my good
e days, now tre-
amous. Imagine
pating him  here
found hi

thing in the world
pf nowv one
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They pester him
om what he says,

Mt way and worse—

That's why 1

. come home with
rom it all. T as-
d the girls would
nd that there would
entertaining. He
Spaulding, author
st, ete) as much
enjoy it. So I
the word! To

g plain Mr. Spauld-
g friend of Joe's,
him feel like one
cidently, T might
mldn't mind having
ily. He's a fine
y good looking
st—and he's coin-
what you can do,
L'ty face iz sure
ay's voice he'll

i must bake some ol
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often . . .
e threshold from
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listening to hev
miled to herself a
She, plain, “ho-

p looks to speak o‘f
y sort, win such
‘.nﬁpaulding's’.’ Oh,
Tar more like-

was lovely enough

t out of his hooks,
was equal to the

straight brown hair to curly locks of
gold? And what chance would my
voice have against May's? I couldn’t
carry a tune in a paper bag.”

“Don't be ridiculous, Jean!"
scolded.

_ “I'm not,” retorted Jean.
ing practical.” And she continued,
sarcastically: “This is a chance in a
thousand. One of us must capturc
Perry Spaulding. Think of beiag
able to say, ‘Perry Spaulding? Oh,
yes, he married my sister!’ It
would give such a tone to the family
name,”

“Jean!" reproved Evelyn. “How can
you?”

But Jean had vanished into the kit-
chen to rescue her jelly.

The days which followed were busy
ones indeed; trips to the dressmak-
er's, a general overhauling of the olid-
fashioned house, and a diligent delv-
ing into Perry Spaulding’'s books. All
of them—and he had written a good
round dozen—were brought out anc
[carefully dusted, and still more care-
[fully studied by the anxious three.
Jean looked on in derision.

“l wich we had a pergola.” May
would =ay, glancing up from a high-
ly descriptive pussage. “He seems
particularly partial to them. And
it would be an ideal place for after-
noon tea."

“We'll have to make the side vorch
do,” Evelyn would answer from the
|china cupboard, where she wns min-
|utely examining the company cups.
“0Oh, why haven't we some Wedge-
|weod?  These are positively hope-
|less!" in a plaintive voice.
| To- which Jean would retort with
a teazing smile: “As if he'd be able
to tell Wedgwood from crockery
|while basking in your light.” Then,
to May, she would add: “You must
(learn to sing ‘Loch Lomond. T no-
tice that he quotes it in three separate
jend distinet novels. It's probably a
favorite.”
| #Jean!"™ May would admaonish.
MWon't yeu ever be serious?"

“Oh, but I am serious,” Jean would
'assure her. “I have the success of
this campaign at heart. We must
win him! It won't matter who does
it s lonr as we get him into the fam-
Aly.  Wear your hair more loosely
|Evelyn—‘caught with a single tor
toise comb.! And let it fall down =«

May
illlm he_

ro- couple of times ‘in a rippling, shim- |thev

|mering mass.’ It always does in
hooks, though 1 can't see for the life
of me how they manage it. And
be languid. All Perry’s heroines
~rg that languid type. Men, as o

le, prefer them. And May, you
must have tears in your voice as well
as your eyes when you sing to him.
His heart must be melted.”

“How can you?” murmured Mrs,
Wilcox.

The day for the great arrival fi-
nally came. Evelyn and May, in
real

she stepped short, for there before
her just entering the ‘“dreadful”
rocom was the family group welcoming
Joe and his guest. She was aware
of the dismay on her sister's faces,
of her mother's ill-smothered gasp
of Joe's grinning amusement. An'{
then the stifled silence was broken by
a hearty:

“Vanilla, thank you kindly,
plenty of it, Miss Jean.”

“Well, he's human!" was her men-
tal comment as they met and clasped
hands, for in the soft parlor lighting
she could see the hidden twinkle in
the gray eves bent upon her, and
caught a flash of white, even teeth
“But what a fiasco!" she added, when
she had fled back to the kitchen,
“Evelyn and May must be wild
They'l1} accuse me of doing it on pur
pose. But I might bave known it. |
always spoil everything."”

When she joined the family on the
porch to superintend the tea and
cakes she was inclined to reconsider
her hastily-formed impression of her
brother's friend. In a chintz chair,
balancing a Wedgwood cup on one
knee, Perry Spaulding looked any.
thing hutriumnn. His legs seemed
far too long for the slender propor-
tions of the chair, and the cup in his
large, masculin hands became infin-
itesimally small. Jean sensed o
chill in the atmosphere as she sat
down and received her portion of or-
ange peko, which, according to one of
Perry's novels, was the only thing fit
to drink. She won:derecf vaguely
what was wrong. Perry Spaulding
sat over in his corner, humped up
and silent, apparently oblivious of
Evelyn's beautiful languor, or May's
eger questions about his books, And
he wasn’t drinking his peko. In her
concern Jean forgot and passed him
another cake, although she had read
in “The Princess Wanders” that it
was a decided foux pas to eat more
than half a one. He took it grate-
fully and flashed her a smile, Then,
just when she thought the ice was
broken, he withdrew into his shell and
hecame again  uninteresting and
mute. Evelyn posed on. May talk
ed animatedly of “The Girl in Green,”
Perry Spulding ate a third cake.
And Jean survived them all contem-
ptuously. Why couldn't they be
natural, anyway?

“Won't you have more tea?" she
|asked sweetly of Perry, as he made
an awkward move in the direction of
the tea-cart.

“Thank you—er—no," Perry began.
when the cup, rattling warningly, siid
from his hand and crashed to the
[floor, a ruined heap.
| “It doesn't matter in the least,” |
{Jean assured him, gathering up the|
pieces as unconcernedly as
were kitchen ware instead of
borrowed for the ocea-
sion  from the next-door neighbor.
“We have dozens like it. Evelyn,” |
che continued in the same soothing
tone, “won't you show Mr. Spaulding
the rarden? It's frightfully warm
here."”
| Evelyn, rising as rapidly as her
{studied languer would allow, led Per- |
ry Spaulding from the delightfully
cool porch to the garden, which, de-|
void of bamboo sereen or sheltering |
|\-T'19. was blazing in the sun of late
afternoon.

| and

|
|

Wedgwood,

though el?

|Evelyn ro-May and that the
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FAMILY AVOIDS
SERIOUS SICKNESS

By Being Constantly Supplied With

Thedford’s Black-Dranght.”

McDuff, Va.—*1 suffered for severa
ears,’”’ says Mrs, 'll B. Whittaker, ol
is place, "with sick headache, and
stomach trouble.

Ten years ago a friend told me to
Thedford's Black-Draught, which | éld,
and [ found it to be miut family medi-
cine young and eld.

| keep Black-Draught on hand all the
time now, and when my children fesl 3
little b“u'l. they ask me tlirlu- a dose, lnf. il
does them mere geod than any medjcine
they ever tried. 1.

We never have a long spell of sick-
ness in our family, since we commenced
using Blaek-Draught.”

Thediord’'s Black-Draught Is
vegotadle, and has been found to
late weak stomachs, aid d on, re-
lleva indigestion, colic, wind, nausea,
headache, sick stomach, and similas
symplonms.

It has been In constant use for more
thaa ‘gm. and has benefited more
{hem & million people.

Your d sell, and recommends
thk_mmpﬂs: Price ol:ily 25¢, G:Il
Package to-day. N.Ci12a

edged book, He played tennis with
May and listened to her music be-
neath a ravishing moon, It was
like stepping from the pages of his
novels. Jean alone moved on the jut-
side, derisive and baffled in turn. At
times she caught glimpses of the man
beneath the mask. But he would
spoil it all & minute later.

“If he'd only be himself!"” she would
exclaim, and was aghast at the
thought which followed.

Each night Mrs. Wilcox
whisper to her daughters.
said anything?”

To which both would blushingly re-
ply: “Not yet. But I shan't be
surprised if tomorrow—"

It was always tomorrow. At the
end of a fortnight #ean felt decided-
ly vexed.

“What is his game?" she fumed, as
she sat on the back porch at twilight,
looking over berries for breakfast.
“Is he laughing up his sleave and in-
cidently gathering material for a nov-
Or is he enjoying himself as
much as he pretends? If he is, why
on earth doesn’t something take
place?” Then, as a sudden thought
flashed over her, she dropped her
hands in her Jap. “Why!"” she gasp-
ed, “perhaps he’s in love with ther
bothf!'

“Are you always busy?” Out of
the twilight floated a familiar voice,
and the next moment Perry Spaulding
stood Dbefore her, big and tall and
wonderfully handsome. For an in-
stant Jean almost wished she were
world
was a4 novel in print. Then, recall-

would
“Has he

regu- thus. Then, swiftly,

‘priceless white, hovered over
Wedrewnod on the side porch, where
ten wrs Inid in readiness for the dis-
tinguished guest. The house, flung|
joren tn the soft June air, was rrc!n-|
lent with fragrant flowers—low jars
of wild reses, toll vases of daisies and
pinks and o few early sweet peas
on the piano, Jean, her smooth hair
dvosced in the usual simple fashion,
her last sars~n's dimity fre-hered by |
a h'ue sach, surveved the rooms with
w e~tisfiod amile, The parlor, w )
Fvelyn had pronounced a “dreadful” |what in
vorm. in her eves, was far more YoU:

bomelike and attractive than  the pets.” . . ’
r‘*t'(},'l whae=¢ :‘Hr‘l‘-?. pillows snd wicker “We're trying to create the kind of

Lk Hod Koo efilly conied @#tmosphere to which he is accustom-
}; rl-..'.{.d“',.:,.;:,_ ]iﬁ in]lt:ﬂ:[:{{:y: f*,._«}il‘.»f_"’,erl." Mrs. Wileox said in an offender
(it cieht of Perry's twelve |tone *He :;Iwa:;s:r writes about this
vovels Iying in conspicuous array on [SOTt of lh_mg. We thought— B
the resding table, Jean raised her Oh, Vary well, "_elﬂ'i‘-‘dIr Joe, with 2
fit and shook it mockirgly. shrug. “Suit yourselves! But l]tmtII
“Yon're a perfect nuisance. Mr. [be surprised if he leaves tomorrow.
R o Maker!” she exclaimed.| “Wish he would,” was Jean's in-
“And I wonder if you're worth it.” ward comment as she gathered up
Then. conscious of warning mln!'.lﬂ'HE tea plates. ,F'hel ws angry with
<he puched ta the kitchen to rescuc her family and with the man who had
the ten cukes which she had refused |Wrought such a transformation in the
to trust to Maggie's peculiar care, .'-"m(“"“"fl";' simple home. “1 ]“ll‘?_ pre-
“1%l better coprsult the girls about | tenders! giving the cart a shm‘e._ )
io frestine.” she murmured, after At dinner Perry Spaulding was a
ohe had slinned the cakes from their |different n}an-—uf_f:\h!g. polished.
{ve “His Hirhness might turn up | just like the heroes in his books.
hir Nose ot vanilla: |talked  quite volubly and bent upon
" Erveloped in a long pinafore, her Evelyn glances \:‘h_i*?h mada
cren-th heir a little awry, her nosa |pulses flutter in spite of her. ) And
a~taetly shiny from the heat, she|Yeh there was an indefinble some

havred toward the porch.
" Jean demanded “Eyelvn!" she ealled, !
them, flushing a “Mny! Which do you think he'd like |

B she went on, mock- —~Imond or vanilla—"
puld Perry prefer Put on the threshold of the parlor
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- eumanusm:
rheumatism recognized? Some have said==

Rheumatism is a dull pain.
Rheumatism is a sharp pain,
Rheumatism is sore muscles.
Rheumatism is stiff joints,
Rheumatism is a shifting pain.
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"

“What's the matter?" Jean
manded, as soon as they were ou
earshot. “Wasn't the tea right
Weren't the cakes—"

“He's a very difficult young man,”
| Mrs. Wilcox ent in, grievously.

“But fearfully handsome,"”
caid. “He'll thaw out later.' '

“Thaw ont nothing!" erowled Ja=,
‘A man doesn't like all these gew-
g ws," with an impatient wave at the
hish | ea-eart and its appointments, “And
heaven's name has got into
You act like so many pup-

M]:hiﬁl he was forever
conquer him.,  And,

. this seemed to he the
% of

family. For Evelyn
sere’s hardly time for now
: yy didn’t Joe let us know

“We'll have to
—white, He likos
Don't you remember,
Geraldine. the ar-

5 wore white dress-

May

fearfully expensive,”
“Fsperially  when
You know Maudame

e them, however,”
in her mind's exe
g Perry Spaulding

“We'll

me we'll manawre,” crake np
“geornine the prebe b
: M family, “Tnke the

- p - ar

add it Yo
't do that)”

gked Jean, smiling
won't  neell rew
ez and eakes. Be
as well eount ma
I'd never in the
heart of an au-

b ey o
mapage

mer

May

eut in a trio of mild-
approaching, |ignation, as it were, which puzzled

Jean. His laughter was too ringing,
his gestures overdone. And he al-
ways said the correct thing. It was
25 if he were acting a part—a part
played to please the public, not him-
self.

“He's perfectly wonderful,” May
{whispered to Jean, when the family
[was drifting from the table to the
“drawing-toom” as_the parlor was
|r.nw termed. “Bft Evelyn needn't
ibe so hoggish, She might give me
a turn”

ed her hold on Perry, but there was
a proprietory air in the way she did
it which May resented wrathfully.
May plunged into an orgy of singing,
Her voice trilled and crescendoad. Her
eves shot liquid flmes. At her side,
his chair drawn close to the piano,
Perry Spaulding sat enraptured-
seemingly.

“Ard now Loch Lomond,”" purred
Mrs. Wilcox, when at last .;\‘Ia_v paus-
ed. “Do wou know it, Mr. Spauld-
inr—an old Scotch ballad? It's a
favoritne here.”

Jean felt the color rush to her
cheeks. They were
these overtures, What must
think? But Perry Spaulding
swered readily:

“Yes, T know it A charming
ithing! Do sing it.” And he entreat-
ed May with his even, white smile.
The family pronounced the evening
n decided success. Jean fell asleep
with a doubtful feeling. Thus the
days sailed by, serene on the sur-
face. all a-flutter underneéath. Por-
vy Snavlding was appearently enrap-
tored with the Wilcox home. He

rmth is renewed—the congestion disap-
rs—the pain is gone.

* Sloan’s
' Liniment

KILLS PAIN (GUARANTEED)

he
an-

m and allied pains yield to the penetrat-
of this warming liniment,
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He |

lean s |

[thing in his manner—a sort of re-|

Very gracefully Evelyn relinquish-

shameless— |

f‘u_lfm-e her,
rIncIination bade

”

ing her checkered apron and t
I:-st.‘ained condition of her fingers, she
|uuught herself up with a start. She
| was forever spoiling family impres-
sions.  Hadn't she blurted in the day
of his arrival in just such a costume
as this?  And here she was again!
Perhaps it was her fault that he had
done no proposing, Perhups he was
lunwilling to unite himself to a family
wiiich  possessed  so  ungraceful 4
member—one who had no beauty, no
lgitts, who could do nothing more ar-
|tistie than turn out a delicate cake or
|-~u|_.cx intend the running of a house.
| Sie had frequently felt his eyes up-
o her.  Now she understood their
peculiar light. She had been very
learveful afver her first blunder o
[heep out of his way, to hide from
thim, who loved only the beautiful and
| romantic, her daily round of homely
ltusks, And here she sat on the door-
|step looking over berries!

“Where are the girls?" she asked,
linxious to uphold the plastic dignity
lef the family, yet hating to send him
loff, “Where are Evelyn and May?”
| I don’t know,” he said unconcern-
|m".'_\-, and sat down on the steps at
ther feet, “May 1 stay here?" he in-
tquired.

“Why—why, certaiuly,” she gasp-
ed.

“Do you mind if I smoke?"” he
queried, flashing her one of his rare
ismiles,

*0Oh, no, not at all,” she fluttered,
amazed and wondering,

Perry Spaulding drew from his
ipocket—not a scented, gold-mono-
gramed cigarvette, such as his heroes
pracefully inhaled—but an old sweet-
|brier pipe, one as shabby and worn
es Joe's. Jean watched him, fas-
lcinated, and, as with a little con-
tonited chuckle he flung away the
match and leaned back against the
|trelliswork she caught in her breath.
(He didn’t seem a bit like a book-
hero now, He seemed just a man,
an ordinary, everyday man, sprawled
out before her, graceful, at rest. In
lthe dim light his face was almost
boyish—gray eyes smiling up at hers
lips parted above the stem of the
pipe, hair wind-tossed. Jean bent
‘toward him as if drawn by a subtle
spell. Then, swiftly recollecting, she
lsat upright. She had no business
there. She had no part whatsoever
in the pame of romance-making. She
might spoil everything—sitting on
the back steps with the hero of the
hour, wearing a kitchen apron, and
berry stins on her face and hands.
More than ever before she hated the
game they were playin

“I'd better go in” sie murmered,
making a move toward the door.

“Please don't he begged, putting a
hand to the hem of her apron. “Please
stay.”

Jean sat down and stared stiffly
‘l]z‘x;t iahould she do?

v linger, but pru-
dence whispered, “Ret.irvﬂ.'e' ; g

“Go on,” he said, motioning at the
bowl’m her lap. “I like to watch

you." .
Panicky, Jean ped her fingers

motored and strolled with Evelyn

.

ond read poetry to her from a gilt-| “Let me

di
in the berries and fgst and furiously
hulled away.
p you,” said Perry, od-

a
—

ging toward her. And before she

knew what had happened his hands

were in the bowl close to hers and his

fingers, which scribbled thirty thous-

and's worth a year, working as if

fsl;ey really enjoyed their humble la-
r

“Great sport, isn't it?" he remark-
ed, after a long and comfortable

use.
“Yes,” murmured Jean, wondering

or Evelyn or May should chance up
on them now. She stole an uneasy
gldnce behind.

“Don’t worry,” he said, seeming to
divine the glance. “They won't come.
I've packed ’'em all off in the Jami-
son's car.”

“You—you packed them off?" gas-
ped Jean. “Wh—what for?"

“Can't you guess?" he asked, turn-
ing to give her an indefinable look.
And, as she made no response, he ad-
ded, softly: “1 wanted to be alone—
with you.”

For a moment Jean's heart stood
still. Her lips parted tremulously,
the color surged over her brow an
throat. It was all so like a book,
even to the sweet little crescent moon
jin the sky. They always began—
sharply, she
recollected. This was not for her.
It was for them—Evelyn and May,
He was consulting her, who had
scorned romance-making, as they
consulted the parents or guardian in
the stories he wrote. The light died
out in her face. he felt suddenly
tired—and old.

“Well, she said, lifelessly, “Well—"
Perry Spaulding gazed up at her.
There was everything in his eyes,
“I've written it by the ream,” he
saic.  “And sold it by the yard.
But hanged if I can say it now.” But
he did say it—in a wonderfully wi-
brant voice, as with arms outstretch-
ed he bent toward her. ‘I love you,
Jean.”

It was not until his arms c'osed
about her and his lips souwht hers
that Jean was capable of avtisn or
speeci,.  With a mighty effore she
found her voice. It sounded unreal,
far away.

“Oh,” she whispered, “there’s scme
mirtake, You can't mean me,” And
as he sat, saying nothing, merely
smiling down in that marve'ous way,
she added, haltingly: “But I'm not at
all like the women you write about.
I'm not a bit good-locking, and I
haven't a talent in the world. You
couldn’t love plain me.”

“But T do,” he answered. “You're
human—real You're the girl of my
dreams. Do you suppose I'd want to
spend a lifetime with the kind of
people 1 write about—languid, -elfizh
creatures who never did a thing in
their printed existence but amuse
themselves and kill time? o you
suppose 1 could go on day after day
drinking confounded watery tea out
of Wedgwood or Rockwood or some
other old kind of a china cup? Do
vou suppose, Jean dearest, that
could stand ‘Loch Lomond' three hun-
dred and sixtyfive days of the year?
Lord, no!" he ended, vehemently.

“Then you den't like those things?"
Light dawned slowly in Jean's eyes,

“I] hate 'em!” with a savage smile,

“But you write bout them.”

“Of course I do. They =ell.” And
bending over her again, he added:
“I'm a cheat, a fraud, I know., 1y=

|
}

since I eame here. DBut what 1 feel

what would happen if her mother |%*

d |among her Sister States,

1]

been plaving a despicable part ever|
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DIVORCE = PROCEEDINGS #
BROUGHT AGAINST CAT- #*
TLE TICK.
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In the Court of Common Sense, %
Judicial District of Men's #
[ ]

™
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Mtnds—in Chancery.

# State of Florida
VS. Bill for divorce :

+*
LA LA AR L LR AL L LR R

The plaintiff, State of Florida,
complains that she has been wedded
to the defendant, Texas F. Tick, since
the first cow entered her domain.
She prays complete separation and
divorce on the grounds here-in-after
stated.

Plaintiff states that the marriage
was & mistake and a failure, that the
defendnt has, by his cruel and un-
merciful treatment of her, made her
an object of ridicule and contempt
) He has
brought humiliating discrimination
upon her from her sisters and her
paternal Uncle Sam.

He has preyed upon her cattle and
sucked their blood and made them
sick. He has damaged the'r hides.
By his treatment of them he has de.
creased their value from ore-half to
two-thirds. He has reduced the milk
flow of her dairy cattle at least one-
half. He has appropriated to his own
1se the blood manufactured from val«
uable feed for milk and meat produc.
tion, and has thus effected loss
of milliong of dollars annually to her
peonle.

The defendant has propagated and
encouraged the spread of the Texas
fever organism which killed plaintiff's
cattle. He has discouraged pure-
bred cattle, capital and industry. He
has robbed babies of wholesome milk,
and othewise endangered the prosper-
ity and welfare of her ple.

For the foregoing and other rea-
|sous, the plaintiff asks a divorce, and
further, that the jury of Common
People will render the following ver-
dict as just punishment to defendant:
“We, the jury, find the deefndant
guilty and recommended that he be
disped in poison until dead.”

WITNESS my hand and seal of of-
ﬁ;e this 24th day of February, A. D.
1916,
(SEAL) Poor Land Clerk,

Bv Purebred Cattle, Deputy Clerk.
Henlth & Prosperity.

Attorneys for Plantiff.

% Texas F. Tick.
+

Do You Find Fault With Everyhody?

An irritable fault-finding dispo-
sition is often due to a disordered
stomach, A man with good diges-
tion is nearly always good natured.
A great many have heen permanently
benefitted by Chamberlain’s Tablets
after years of suffering. These ta-
|blets strengthen the stomach and en-
|able it to perform its functions nat-
{urally. Obtainable everywhere.

for you, Jean, is real. 1 want a
home which is a home, not a painted
palace, & wife who is human, not a
pratting doll, and love which is ca-
pable of lasting longer than the ro-
imance in a book.”

“But,” protested Jean, “I think ro-
mance is the nicest thing in all the
i world.”

Woman’
Yroblem

Learned from

How to Feel Well During Middle
Life Told by Thre~ " "omen Who

{l P R N
o 2 o — i

1ICC,

disease and pain. \Women
so successfully carry women

native roots and herbs.

|| five years ago.

the aches and |
derful remedy,
cannot praise it

\'ugv

17 Roundy St., Beverly, Mass,

Erie, Pa, —“I was in poor

now if

your w:qedies to every woman
them as it
24th St., Erie, Pa.

Philadelphi:

Change of Life started with me and I took Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, or I think I
should not have got over it as easy as I did. Even
if I do not feel good I take the Compound
and it restores me in a short time,

The Change of Life is a most critical period of a
woman's existence, and neglect of health at this time invites

everywhere should remember

that there is no other remedy known to medicine that will

through this trying period as

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, made from
Read these letters:—

1, Pa—“I started the Change of Life
I always had o headache and back-

ache with bearing down pains and I would have
heat flashes very bad at times w 3
DEEVOUS feelings.  Arrer taking Tydia E, Pinkham's
¢ vegetable Compound 1 feel hke a new person anit
am in better health and no more troubled with

1
il

h ilizzy spells and

ains I had before I took your won-
I recommend it to my friends for I
enough.”—Mrs. Marcarer Grass.

MAN, 700 N, Ringgold St, Philadelphia, Pa.

Beverly, Mass—*I took lydia E. Pink i
egetuble Compound, for nervousness and r.l\'spi_']v.-“i‘a h\’\ !Ililﬁk%u:lulz
going through the Change of Life, : ] i
have always spoken of it to other w
have had them try it and they also have receiy
good results from it.,"— Mrs. Georce A. Duxn

I found it very helpful and I
omen who suffer as I did and
ed

AR,

health when the

I will praise
for it may help

has me.” —Mrs, E. Kissvixe, 091 East

No othermedicine has been so successful in relieving woman’s
suffering as has Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound,
Women may receive freeand helpful advice by writing the Lydia
E., Pinkham Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass. Such lettersare received
and answered by women only and held in strict confidence.




